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One 


Author's Notes: 
Don\'t ask. All | can say is | love the song and | have sick muses. Beyond that, well, it helps that my mind 


works in strange and twisted ways. 


Something was wrong. 


He couldn't put his finger on it but something was off just enough that he felt a bit out of kilter, as if the 
world was moving on a slightly different time frame than he was. He was hesitant about saying anything; he 
knew if he did he'd never hear the end of it, the feeling blamed on age, sex, drink, drugs or even, knowing Nicko, 


a long explanation involving hedonistic lifestyle and lack of morals. 
Like Nicko used to have any either. 
Bruce sat back, watching his bandmates from under half-closed lids. He really couldn't tell what -- if anything 


-- was wrong, and it was starting to get under his skin. Adrian seemed himself, currently going on and on 


about some bloody fish he'd caught that was a record for the lake. Dave was doing his best to look interested, 


but the way his eyes kept glazing over it was obvious to everyone (except Adrian) it was all going in one side 
and straight out the other. Nicko was tapping, well, pecking, away on his laptop, probably writing something for 
the diary. The way he was hunched over and frowning it didn't look like it was anything good. Janick was talking 
on his mobile, most likely to his wife, checking on the kids and home. 


And Harry? Well, Harry was scowling over what looked to be lyrics. Bruce got up and wandered over to sit 


beside him. "Need a hand?" 

Steve snatched the paper away before Bruce could catch a glimpse of what was on it. "No fanks." 

"Fine," Bruce snapped, edging away and turning his head to stare into the sound booth. 

"Wot's wrong wif you?" 

"Nothing." 

Steve snorted and leaned back, rubbing his eyes. "Woteffer. Bludi grump." 

Bruce's head snapped around just as Steve lowered his hands. "I'm..." Steve turned to look at him, something in 
his eyes appearing to shift. Bruce drew back, wondering what he had seen. It was almost as if Steve had 
blinked, but instead of his eyelids going down and then up, they had slid in from both sides and then rolled back. 
"Wot's wrong wif you? Did me ‘air turn green?" 

"Nothing," Bruce said, getting up. "I'm going to go practice that chorus, let me know when we're ready to give it 


a go." He forced himself to walk normally, feeling Steve's eyes following him as he left the mixing room, a single 


bead of icy sweat running down his back. 
"Are you on something?" 


Bruce tore off his headphones and slammed them down on the stand. "No Kevin, I'm not on something. This isn't 


how we rehearsed it!" 

"Its exactly how Bruce, nothing has changed!" 

Frustrated, Bruce raked a hand through his hair and stared at the notes he had written next to the lyrics. He 
again was at a loss to explain it to himself, but it just didn't feel the same. It was almost as if the words had 


been changed but here they were in front of him, in his own handwriting. 


"Bruce." 


"What?" he sighed, folding his arms and wondering if he was going insane. 

"Wots goin’ on? Yer really startin’ to act odd" 

| don't know Harry, | wish | did. But | swear, this doesn't feel right" 

Steve looked around. "Gif us a minute." 

The rest of the band trooped out, Kevin muttering darkly but following them out the door. 


Bruce could feel the heat of Steve's body when he moved closer, his hand coming to rest on the small of his 


back. "Ow doesn't it feel right?" 

Bruce quickly glanced around to be sure no one was in sight before letting his body sag sideways until it 
rested against Steve's. "I don't know," he said quietly, "everything just seems to be a bit off and | can't put my 
finger on it" 

The strong fingers began kneading the muscles of his lower back. "Like wot?" 

Bruce snorted and rolled his head, letting out a soft groan when his neck cracked. "Everything. Nothing. 
Sometimes it's like everything is moving at a different speed than | am. And earlier," he grinned and turned his 
head to look at Steve, "you'll love this. Earlier, when | looked at you, it looked like you were blinking sideways." 


Steve laughed. "Well bludi ‘ell, you found me out. I'm a lizard” 


"Parts of you are," Bruce smirked, the grin widening when Steve blushed. "Ah Harry, fifty years old and you 


still get as red as a schoolgirl." 
"Fuckin git," Steve snorted, stopping the massage of Bruce's back and poking him in the ribs instead. "Yer just 
tired, we all are. It's been goin’ so good that we've damn near finished and | fink we're all ready fer a few days 


off" 


"Yeah, | know | am." Bruce leaned a little harder against him for a moment and then straightened. "Right, so call 


them back in and let's get this done." 
"Before | do, fink you can find a reason to get away this weekend? I'll ʻave me ‘ouse to meself." 
"lll find a reason," Bruce promised, looking a little surprised. 


"Good" Steve grinned and gave him one last poke in the ribs before going to the door to call everyone back to 


work. 


Bruce managed to make it through the rest of the day without getting in a major row with anyone, although 

he came close to it when Adrian kept starting his solo early and cutting into the chorus. And no matter how 

many times he swore he was singing it the same as he had been, Adrian swore just as many that he wasn't. 

Finally, they did some rearranging and with Steve's backing Bruce managed to get things back to what he knew 
was right, even Adrian admitting that it worked better his way. 


Even so, when Kevin called a halt he barely waited until the last note was finished on the playback before he 


was out the door, Nicko catching up to him as he started his car and was leaving. 
"Bruce! ‘Ang on!" 


Putting the gearshift back in park, Bruce waited until Nicko came huffing up and leaned down to peer in the 
window. "What's up, Nick?" 


‘| was about to ask you the same thing. Acting a bit odd today weren't you?" 
Bruce shrugged. "I'm just feeling a bit off Nick, nothing to worry about” 


"Well then, guess it's a good thing you can go home and get some rest, innit?" Nicko smiled and straightened up. 


"See you tomorrow." 

Bruce couldn't answer, instead staring wide eyed as the drummer walked away. 

Since when did Nicko have fangs? 

Feeling a lump of something low in his stomach, Bruce shoved the lever into gear and sped away. 


He didn't sleep much that night. In fact, he got pretty much no sleep at all and he was out the door as soon as 
it was light, getting to the studio long before everyone else and drinking cup after cup of tea while he 
wondered how much longer it would be before he was carted off in a nice white jacket to have a rest in a 
room with soft walls. When Kevin arrived he rolled his eyes at the sight of Bruce. 

"Here a little early aren't you?" 


"Better early than late," Bruce fired back, in no mood to spar with the producer. 


Kevin shrugged and began going over his notes for the song they would be working on today. "You got 
everything you need?" When Bruce didn't answer, he spun the chair around to face him. "Bruce?" 


Startled out of his thoughts, Bruce slopped tea over his hand. "Shit. What?" 


"What's going on with you? You were acting like a fucking nut yesterday.” 

Bruce stared at him, debating just how much he should say. On one hand, he really wanted to know if Kevin 
had noticed anything odd. On the other, what if he was a part of it all? Deciding to carefully test the waters, 
Bruce shrugged. "Have you noticed anything odd about Harry? Or Nick?" 

"Nothing more than usual," Kevin laughed, "but I'm not sure what you mean by odd." 

"Physically." 

Kevin screwed up his face, thinking. "Not really," he said, shaking his head. "| mean, Steve's been kind of 
secretive and he hasn't been as interested in some of the things I've suggested. Well, not that he's been 
uninterested, just more of an ok whatever attitude. And Nicko's just been Nicko. But that's not physical and | 
can't say | have. Why? What have you noticed?" 


Bruce shook his head. "Nothing. There have just been a few things that have looked strange, but it must be 
my eyes playing tricks. Maybe l'm just tired." 


"Well, speaking of strange," Kevin said, raising his voice, "it's a Davey!" 


‘Oh shut up, Kevin" From the grin on his face, obviously Dave didn't take offense. "Now l'm really wondering 


about you Bruce, choosing to sit here with only him for company." 

"Bruce was here before | was," Kevin stated, tossing a ball of wadded paper at Dave's head. 

"Odd, Harry's usually the first one here and no sign of him yet?" 

Bruce shook his head. "No and | haven't heard from him. He must just be running late." Watching Dave over 
the edge of his mug, Bruce couldn't help recoiling slightly when something (anger? agitation?) flitted over the 
man's eyes. As if he felt Bruce's gaze, Dave swung his head slowly round to face him, the smile looking not as 


friendly as it normally did. If Bruce had been forced to describe it, he would have used the word feral. 


Wondering what was going on with his bandmates and long time friends, Bruce chewed his lip and worried. 
Steve was late. 


Everyone else had long since arrived when he walked through the door, looking as if he had received either bad 


news or was about to give it. 


"About fucking time you decided to grace us with your presence," Kevin muttered, busying himself with the 


mixing board. 


Steve didn't get mad, he became enraged. 


Bruce jumped up, grabbing Steve just as he got two handfuls of Kevin's shirt and yanked him to his feet. 
"Watch yer mouf, Shirley," Steve growled. 


"Harry!" Using the bulk of his body, Bruce pushed between them, forcing Steve's hands to break their hold. "H's 


just Kevin! When isn't he being an arse?" 

"When ‘e's sleeping?" Nicko piped up, making even Steve chuckle. 

"Right. Sorry, just had a bit of an off mornin" Steve glanced down at Bruce's hand. "Fink you can leaf go?" 
"Sure, sorry,” Bruce grinned, releasing him. 

"You feelin’ better?" Steve asked quietly. 

"Yes and no. Looking forward to a quiet weekend" Bruce met his eyes, the meaning clear. 

"Yeah, me too,” Steve flashed him a smile. 


"Can we get to this sometime this year?" Kevin whined, pointing at the Three Amigos who were inside their 


booth carrying on like five year olds. "They're getting bored and when they get bored..." 
"Things get broken!" they chorused, cracking up. 

Steve rolled his eyes and gave Bruce's arm a squeeze. "Ready?" 

"I think so." 

Leaving Kevin alone in front of the board, they took their places and got ready to work. 
By Friday Bruce was dreading even coming to the studio. 


He still didn't know what was going on, but he had noticed more and more strange things, and now even Adrian 


and Janick were just not themselves. 


While waiting for the rest to do a run through of the latest track, he sat and listed everything that had 
seemed wrong with each. He planned on showing it to Harry this weekend, and maybe between the two of them 
they could figure it out. Although, since Harry was on the list, maybe that wasn't such a good plan. 


"Bruce! Could you stop penning your next great novel and get to work?" 


Without answering, Bruce got up, closing the notebook and laying it on the table next to his mic. Now Kevin was 
even starting to act a bit odd. Glancing at the clock, he bit back the sigh. If he could just get through today, 
by Monday he was sure he'd be back to normal. 


He just hoped everyone else was as well 


Six hours later he was on his way to Steve's, an overnight bag in the back and the goings on of the week 
heavy on his mind. The soft welcoming lights of Steve's rambling house were a relief to finally see, Bruce 
easing the car to a stop next to Steve's SUV and shutting the engine off, sitting quietly for a few moments 
and collecting himself before grabbing his bag and getting out of the car. 


By the time he had closed the door, Steve was standing in the small entryway, his head cocked to the side as 


Bruce walked toward him. "You look like ‘ell." 

"| feel like hell," Bruce sighed, following Steve into the house when he turned and went inside. Dropping his 
suitcase, he went easily into Steve's embrace, feeling the quiet strength and inhaling the familiar smell of 
cologne and shampoo and Steve. 

"Bruce, yer really startin’ to worry me." 

I'm worrying me too, Harry. | feel like I'm losing my mind" 

"Why?" 

Bruce shook his head briefly before letting his forehead come to rest on Steve's shoulder. "I'm seeing things. | 
know they can't be real, and yet they keep happening." He felt the sudden tensing in Steve's body and laughed 


softly. "See? Now you think I'm going insane." 


"Yer insane to begin wif," Steve said, but his tone was gentle. "Come on, let's sit down and you can tell me why 


you fink yer becomin' effen more of a nutter than you already are." 


Bruce gave his neck a careful nip before reluctantly stepping back. "Fine. But if | see you going for the phone, 


I'm running for it" 


Laughing, Steve led him into the living room, pouring them both a glass of wine and directing Bruce to the 
couch. "So, wot's all this?" 


"Fuck, hang on" Bruce hurried back to retrieve his bag, bringing it back with him and digging out his notebook 
before sitting down next to Steve. "| wrote everything down so | didn't forget anything.” 


Steve peered over his shoulder, frowning. "A bludi page of it?" 

"Yeah," Bruce said, looking it over. "Let's start with Nicko." 

Steve didn't answer, instead sitting back and watching Bruce, waiting for him to begin. 

Questioning the wisdom of what he was about to do, Bruce took a deep breath and plunged in with both feet. 
Nicko. Fangs. When he smiled, not always but sometimes, it appeared his teeth had elongated and sharpened. 
And his eyes, the color would be swallowed up by the pupil, giving them a flat, black look And sometimes that 
would extend into the white for a very brief moment making it seem as if there was no white at all 

Dave. His smile wasn't always his. It would shift and change, going from feral to chilling, and his eyes would 
become so pale that you couldn't distinguish between the white and the iris, leaving only a pinpoint of black in 
the center. 

Adrian. He had reached up to scratch his chin and the ends of his fingers looked like clawed cones. In fact, 
everyone's fingers, or at least those of the guitarists, would stretch into thin twigs that were tipped with 


glittering claws instead of nails. 


Janick. He would flex and hunch and it would almost seem that under his shirt his back would shift, the cloth 


moving as if something were pushing and pulling against it. 
Steve. 

Here Bruce glanced at him, unsure. 

"Go on," he said, taking a sip of his wine. 


First the eyes. And a few times they had changed color, a brilliant amber instead of the familiar dark brown 
And his hands, he had stretched his fingers at one point and they were webbed, not fully, but about halfway 


up. 


Quiet conversations that didn't sound to be in English between this one and that one. Conversations that 


stopped when Bruce got close enough to clearly hear. 


And then there were occurrences where they almost seemed to be exchanging thoughts, finishing each others 


sentences and understanding ideas that had never been discussed. 
At least not outloud. 


Secretive. Tempers flaring at strange times. Things that would normally bother them shrugged off, things they 


would normally ignore resulting into huge screaming matches. 

Bruce finished and closed the notebook, waiting for Steve to speak. It didn't take long. 
"Bruce." 

"What?" 

Steve leaned closer. "I fink yer losin’ yer bludi mind. 


Bruce sighed and dropped his head in his hands. 


Steve had laughed off what he had said, assuring Bruce that it was only due to the long hours and intensity of 
the recording. They were getting this album done far quicker than they normally would have, and he was sure 


it was just a result of too little sleep and well, Bruce did have a very active imagination 


Comforted by the way Steve didn't blow off his fears but instead did his best to explain them away, Bruce 
cheered up over dinner and by the time they were finished cleaning up his mind had shifted to much more 
pleasant diversions. So much so in fact that he was currently chasing a laughing Steve around the table, telling 
him exactly what he planned when he caught him. 


"Dammit, hold still" 


"Not a fuckin’ chancel" Steve sprinted back around, changing direction when Bruce let out a cry and circled 


back. "Bludi ‘elll "Ow old are you?" 
"Too fucking old to have to work this hard for a shag Harris, now hold still!" 


Steve took off out the door, running down the hall and hesitating just a second to long as he tried to decide 
which direction to go. With a loud whoop. Bruce caught him, the two of them stumbling forward before 
crashing over a chair and tumbling to the floor, Bruce flipping Steve and ending up straddling him. Catching his 
arms, he pinned them above his head and grinned. "Gotcha." 


"Git," Steve growled, breathing hard. "Get off me, | can't breaf" 


"No, | rather like you just where you are." Lowering his upper body, Bruce began kissing his way back along 
Steve's neck, seeking the spot just below his ear and snickering when he felt him shudder. Releasing his hands, 
he moaned as the sudden grip on his arse, Steve pulling him down to press their cocks together, both 
hardening under their clothes. 


"Get up. Let's take this upstairs," Steve groaned, turning his head to nip Bruce's ear. 


Bruce complained but got to his feet, reaching down and giving Steve a hand up beside him. Starting for the 
steps, he turned back, puzzled when Steve didn't follow. "Aren't you coming?" 


"Yeah, but | haf to get somefink. You go up." 


Bruce decided that the shy smile on Steve's face was enough of an indication this was something he'd like. 
Nodding, he bounded up the steps, finding the door to Steve's room already open Undressing, he pulled back the 
sheets and slipped under, more than a little surprised to feel the slick satin against his skin He arranged 
himself against the pillows, laying on his side facing the door, the edge of the sheet draped over his hip. 


When Steve walked in carrying a tray he wiggled his eyebrows and grinned. "Thought | was going to have to 
start without you." 


"Pervert," Steve sighed, rolling his eyes. Setting the tray on the foot of the bed, he began to undress. 


Bruce sat up and looked at the tray. Strawberries, whipped cream and chocolate, a bottle of champagne 
carefully nestled in a bucket of ice with two flutes beside it. "Harry, this is nice," he said, "| never would have 


expected it." 
"Why? And don't fink its fer anyfing but eatin’ you bludi freak" 


Bruce snickered and drew a finger through the whipped cream, leaning over to smear it across Steve's bare 
shoulder. "Why, whatever else would | do with it?" Using long swipes of his tongue, he licked the skin clean, his 
hand coming up to rub slowly up and down Steve's back. 


"Freak," Steve muttered, turning his head and kissing Bruce hard, his tongue trapping Bruce's and stroking it 
slowly. Drawing back, he lifted the champagne from the ice, wrapping a cloth around it and carefully working 
the cork free until they heard the muffled pop. After filling both flutes, he set it back in the ice and half 
turned to draw his leg up on the bed, handing one glass to Bruce and taking the other for himself. Selecting a 
berry, he dipped it first in the chocolate and then in the cream, holding it out and feeding it into Bruce's open 
mouth, watching as he bit down and chewed it slowly. 


"That's good, nice and sweet." Taking a sip of champagne, Bruce chose one and dipped it as well, holding it out to 
Steve. He frowned when Steve shook his head, plucking the fruit from Bruce's fingers and offering it back. 


"Not yet," he grinned, running the laden fruit over Bruce's lips, his eyes narrowing when Bruce's tongue darted 
out to lick them clean. Again, he fed Bruce the berry, dropping the stem back on the tray and leaning forward 


to suck the side of his throat, feeling the movement as Bruce swallowed. 


The next time he used his fingers, slipping them past Bruce's lips and growling as he sucked and licked, bobbing 
his head and taking them fully into his mouth. Dragging his clasped lips slowly up and off, he lapped the tips of 
the two slick digits before suddenly sitting back. 


"Wot's wrong?" 


Bruce tried to say something but his tongue seemed to be made of wood. Lifting his head, he shook it again, 
trying to bring Steve into focus. 


"Bruce? Are you alright?" 
No Im not! he wanted to scream but he couldn't, his hand opening, the champagne spilling over the slick sheets. 
"Bruce!" 


He was vaguely aware of Steve grabbing hold of him and lowering him to the pillows, his eyes filled with 


concern as he bent over him, his eyes... 

Hs eyes 

Amber. 

Pupils no longer round but instead narrow stripes through the (amber?) center of his eyes. 

Even as Bruce again tried to scream he watched the lids click closed and then roll back to the sides. 

He raised his hands, batting weakly at Steve's arms and shoulders before the darkness that was hovering on 
the edge of his vision began to close in, the world becoming grey and then black until he could no longer feel 
the bed under him, the touch of Steve's hands, his eyes rolling up and closing, his last vision that of a smile 
that resembled nothing shy nor sweet. 

And then... 

Nothing. 


He drifted slowly up toward something, a garbled mix of sounds that made no sense, strange clicks and beeps 
that grew steadily louder. He tried to open his eyes, thrashing weakly when he found he couldn't, the lids 
feeling glued shut. His panic only increased when he realized his body was not under his control, his arms and 
legs flung wide and held firmly against a surface that gave enough for him to understand it was padded but he 
could feel the underlying hardness. 


He was trapped. 


Frantic, he tried to clear the fog from his mind, casting it desperately back to the last thing... 


Steve. 

He had been with Steve, in his bed. 

Naked, being fed strawberries with chocolate and cream, champagne and... 

Steve's eyes. 

Even more terrified now, Bruce tried to scream, something holding his mouth wide and his tongue somehow 
pinned to the bottom of his mouth, the only sound coming from him a strangled gargle. Abruptly, the low 
murmur stopped and he felt something brush his face, eliciting another frenzied struggle for freedom. 
"Bruce!" 

He knew the voice. It was Steve, yet it wasn't. Something was different, it sounded almost as if he were 
speaking from under water, his name wet and thick with phlegm and frightening. Another touch, cold and 
slippery against his cheek. 


"Better. Calm down before you harm yourself” 


Bruce tried to yank his head away. It wasn't Steve. He didn't know what it was but it wasn't him. Steve didn't 
talk like that, Steve didn't enunciate like that, Steve didn't... 


He was finding it hard to breath, panting so hard he was hyperventilating, his chest getting tighter, his heart 
slamming into his ribs so hard he thought it would explode from his chest. 


"Bruce, if you don't calm yourself we will be forced to give you more. And the more you ingest, the more 


difficult it is to resume what and who you are. So | suggest you calm yourself.” 
Under the quiet explanation, Bruce could hear him becoming irritated. Somehow, he forced his breathing to 
slow, his mind still turning rapidly, trying to figure out what had happened and how he could get out of 


whatever he was in. 


"He's planning escape," came a hiss from near his right hip, making him jerk, flinching from the voice that was 
Janick's, but wasn't Janick. 


‘Of course he is," Steve -- or whoever it was -- laughed, "you would not expect this from Bruce?" 
"We're ready." 


Bruce wanted to cry. Davey as well. 


"Good. Then let's move him." 


Bruce felt himself being lifted, the surface of whatever he was laying on still holding his body firmly. Unable to 


move, unable to see and unable to scream, he began to wonder if he would make it through whatever this was. 


Or if he even wanted to try. 


Even through his eyelids the light was so bright it cast red trails through the darkness. He was glad he 
couldn't open them for if he had he would have been blinded and in pain, the brilliance burning his corneas until 
he was sure they would have been damaged. He felt them settle him on another surface, this one emitting 


sounds that identified it as metal when the restraints hit against it. 


Once again, he heard the clicks and beeps commence, rustling sounds precluding the quiet menagerie of voices 
that seemed to be coming from somewhere off to his left. He thought they had carried him down two flights 
of steps, which meant that unless he had been taken from Steve's he would be in the cellar. From what he 
could remember, there were four rooms there. The pub, the darkroom, a sort of game room and a storage 


room. 
But from the smell of chemicals he would wager he was in the darkroom. 

Something soft and cool ran over his eyes, his violent reaction making pain sing through his body as he 
struggled wildly against the restraints, flipping his head rapidly back and forth to try to escape the liquid that 
was running over his eyes and down his face, choking on his fear as bile rose in his throat. He heard Steve 
shout and whatever it was left his face, hands catching his head and holding it in place as Steve spoke rapidly 
next to his ear. 

It won't harm you. It's just to unseal your eyes." 

That was enough to send him thrashing all over again He didn't want to see, he didn't want to know. He didn't 
want the burn of those lights directly into his eyes. He didn't want to see those strange eyes of Steve's again. 
He didn't want to see what they were going to do. 

He just wanted to go home and forget everything. 


"Bruce," Steve whispered, his breath making him shiver, "Calm down. Please. We don't want to hurt you. We just 


are..curious. Open your eyes." 
Against his will and in spite of every reason he could think not to, Bruce opened his eyes. 


And screamed. 


When he opened them again he moaned his relief. 


"Bruce?" Steve was there, leaning over him, familiar brown eyes looking anxiously into his, his fingers gently 
stroking his face. 


"Harry," he croaked, almost shocked to hear his own voice, weak and thick as it was. 

"You alright?" 

"| think so," Bruce ran his tongue over his lips. "What happened?" 

"You freaked out a bit" Steve turned away for a moment, coming back with a bottle of water. “Ere” 
Bruce let out a huge sigh. "Fuck, never thought I'd be so bloody glad to hear that accent of yours. 


Steve cupped the back of his head and lifted it sightly, tipping the bottle to allow the water to trickle into 
Bruce's mouth. "Woteffer you bludi freak." 


Swallowing, Bruce shifted and frowned. "Why can't |..2" His eyes widened as he twisted his head away from 
Steve's hand. "No! No, no, nol" 


"Relax," Steve laughed, straightening up and setting the bottle off to the side. "Don't get yer knickers in a 
twist, Bruce." 


"Let me go! What are you doing, Harry? What's going on? Please! Whatever it is | won't say a thing! I'm begging 
Harry, I'll get on my fucking knees if you want! Just let me go!" 


Steve slowly shook his head, a smile spreading over his face. "| don't fink so, Bruce." 

Bruce screamed, Steve wincing and shaking his head. He half turned, Bruce hearing the sound of metal and glass 
before he pivoted back, holding a metal tube with a needle on one end and a plunger on the other. "Harry, nol 
Please God help me, nol" 

He felt the jab and the sting and even as he wailed in fear and desperation, the world once again faded to black. 


This time when he came to it was like a shot of icy water, his eyes flying open and his senses alert. 


Once again, his mouth was stretched wide, but this time his tongue was unfettered. A quick pull on his arms 


found them still tightly held, his legs no longer straight but bent at the knees, his thighs aching, splayed so 


wide that he could feel the table along the outer muscle. From the air moving over him, he could also tell he 
was naked. He tried to lift his head and found that a strap had been added across his forehead to hold it down, 
and when he tried to turn it to the side there were blocks set in place to keep him looking straight ahead. 
When a figure loomed over him, he cringed. 

Adrian, 


"He is awake." 


Bruce stared at him, trying to plead with his eyes. Adrian cocked his head, the normally sleepy eyes completely 
black. Nicko joined him, laughing when Bruce moaned. "I think he's scared" 


"We will need to adjust for that," came Davey's voice from somewhere out of his range of sight. 
"Done." 


Bruce closed his eyes. Janick, but still not sounding like himself. Light stabbed through his closed lids, turning 
them red. 


"Bruce, if you don't keep them open so we can judge your pain, this could go even worse." 


Bruce felt the trickle of tears, slipping free and running down the sides of his face, fear winning out despite his 
best effort to keep from showing any more weakness. 


Steve cocked his head and sighed "This is your last warning, Bruce. Open your eyes." 

Stubborn and determined. Two words often used by those that knew him best. 

Stupid, on the other hand, wasn't. 

It only took one time of feeling pain that seemed to shatter his mind for him to open them. Gasping, moaning 
and shaking, he focused on the amber eyes of what used to be Steve, the gentle smile belying the pain that 
the thin, metal filament he held had caused when he pressed it against Bruce's nipple. "Good. I'd hate to have to 


try this on your balls." 


Bruce couldn't agree more. He was so much in agreement that he kept them open even when Steve moved 
away. 


He felt like he had been lying there for hours when they surrounded him. His eyes went from one to the next, 
wondering what part, if any, of them were still the men he had known for so very long, or if indeed they had 


ever really been those men. The gentleness of Davey hiding a temper that was slow to show but when it did 
as violent and as angry as any he had ever seen The laid back Adrian, easy going until he felt wronged, a 
vindictive side to him rarely shown but when exposed was extreme. Janick, the clown, laughing and happy, a lot 
like Davey until he was angered and then colder than the icy winds of the North. Nicko, generous, soft hearted 


unless crossed, and then as capable of ripping your head off as he was enfolding you in a hug. 


And Steve. Shy, quiet until he got to know you and then as funny and wicked as he could be. His lover for 
years, a strange relationship born of a passion that needed an outlet. They had found it in each other, trusting 
that part of themselves to no one else. But when enraged, he was terrifying. More than once, Bruce had seen 
him dive from the stage to help a fan when the band was just starting out, and any threat to those he loved 
was meet by a visage that made Eddie's look tame. 


Yet had he ever known them? 


If he had to answer that question now, he would have said no. And it hurt him in ways he never thought 
possible. 


He wanted to beg, he wanted to know why, he wanted to ask them if any of it had ever meant anything to 
them. 


He tried, with his eyes and his mind, he tried. 
Something shifted in the amber eyes that held his, Steve blinking slowly before nodding. 
Bruce decided that only made it worse. 


It's time to begin," Steve said, the rest nodding. They moved away, Bruce once again only able to see Steve. 
Sighing as he gathered the heavy fall of his hair and slipping a band around it to hold it back, Steve began to 
speak. "You have been studied for a very long time Bruce, and we have learned much from you. However, time 
grows short and we much increase the frequency of our studies." Steve looked up and nodded at a growled 
question from one of the others. "We have studied your response to pain, to pleasure, to anger. And somewhat 
to fear. But you are difficult to make afraid, so we must take this to another level. It is important that we 
understand what causes fear and what causes terror. You know they are different?" 


Bruce nodded despite himself. 


"Good." Steve actually looked pleased to know Bruce understood. "I do regret that it must be this way. | did try 
to entice these emotions from you, but your logical mind was a detriment to the experiment. I'm afraid you 
just don't scare easily. But over time, | have come to know that some things do strike fear in that strong 
heart, and this is what we will use. And before you think it, what we will use is limitless. It won't bother us to 
bring this fear from you in any way." Steve leaned closer and smiled. "Including your children and wife. Now, are 


you ready to begin?" 


Bruce leapt straight past fear and landed with both feet in terror. 


They started with physical pain. 


He moaned, clenching down to try to keep a slender probe from being pushed into his arse but the cold metal 
slid effortlessly inside. Another, this one hollow, was fitted over his cock, more wire filaments placed over his 
nipples and finally a thick, limp rubber tube placed in his mouth. Once those were in place, Dave and Adrian 
began attaching what felt like discs to his skin, wiping away the sweat to assure good contact before putting 
one on each temple, four on his chest, one on each wrist and finally one on the inside of each ankle. Wires were 


run to the discs and checked to be sure everything was solidly connected before both stepped back. 
Once again, Steve took his place. 


‘Ive come to know that you enjoy some pain Bruce, but will you still enjoy it when it crosses that line when 


pleasure stops? And how will your body react? Dave? Switch on one and two, lowest setting.’ 


Bruce jerked, his eyes going wide, when the probe in his arse and on his cock began to vibrate. Steve suddenly 
cursed and shook his head. "Three is not in place." 


Janick appeared beside him, holding up what looked to be a basket made of very thin wire. At Steve's nod, 
Bruce felt his balls being lifted and placed inside, Janick then leaving his sight. Trying to ignore the rather 
pleasurable feeling from the probes, Bruce kept his eyes on Steve. 


"Up two levels." 


The vibrations increased, but now every so often there were brief jolts of electricity, Bruce moaning around 


the rubber that filled his mouth. 

"Begin three, four and five. Start at level three." 

Bruce shrieked when his balls were lanced with the first bolt of fire, his eyes darting frantically. Unbelievably, 
his cock was hardening inside the tube, each spark inside his arse sending another rush of blood to the 
stiffening shaft. 

Steve watched, smirking. "Interesting. Increase three and one to level four." 

Bruce writhed, the jolts of fire coming faster and harder, tears once again leaking from his eyes. 

He saw Steve nod and there was a sudden slam of pain through his temples, his mind now filled with the 


screams and cries of his wife and children, begging him to save them, to help them, to get them out as the 
fire raged closer. Silently screaming, choking on the rubber than began to inflate and slip down his throat, 


Bruce flung his body against the bonds, the vivid images that played in front of his eyes a waking nightmare of 


horror. 


Another jarring pain and the screams changed, becoming his own, no longer filled with fright but instead 
dripping with lust as his body arced and pumped, taking Steve's cock as it rammed in and out of his arse, 
shuddering and seeking release. Even the steady flashes of fire around his balls and inside his arse weren't 
enough to soften his cock, his nipples rock hard, his breath whistling through his nose as somehow Steve's 
cock was filling his throat even as it pounded his arse, his eyes rolling up in pain-filled ecstasy that drove him 


toward violent release. 


Wham And again the scene changed, this time he could see the ruins of a stage as he kneeled by the 
monitors, something heavy on his legs, the air thick with the smell of copper and gunpowder. Looking down, he 
stared into Steve's sightless eyes, holes in his chest still weakly oozing blood as his heart pumped its last 
desperate beats. Screaming, he whipped his head around, seeing the bodies of the rest as the crowd stood in 
stunned silence, a man walking slowly toward him and raising his arm, pointing a gun, saying something that 
Bruce couldn't hear over the roar in his ears. A flash, and something slammed into his chest, knocking him 


backwards to writhe on the floor, his hand rising weakly as the man pointed the gun once again 
This time the impact was in his temples and again he was transported away. 


He was in a hospital, holding his wife's hand as she gave birth to their son, his face wet with tears, coaching 
and coaxing her through the pain until the doctor announced he was here, his words fading as he recoiled from 
the child that had slid into his arms. Bruce turned and looked, his heart seizing at the twisted form, the mouth 
open and emitting a thin wail before it shuddered and died, the doctor quickly handing it to a nurse who 
wrapped it in blankets and spirited it from the room, ignoring his cries and pleas for her to bring it back, his 
wife convulsing, blood pouring from her as her eyes slowly closed, her fingers growing limp where they curled 


around his. 
Desperate for air, his nose stuffed full of snot from his tears, his throat packed full of the rubber that 
continued to expand, he felt his lungs screaming, his mind firing bursts of colors as it starved, his heart 


stuttering in his chest as it struggled to go on. 


Pain overwhelmed him, his body jerking with each burst of electricity that ripped through him, his eyes rolled 
so far back that only the whites showed, yet somehow the stimulation kept him rock hard as he came. 


He didn't see Steve make a motion for Dave to cut off the power. 


He couldn't see anything as his overloaded and overtaxed mind shut down, his body trembling through the 


slowing pulses. 
He didn't know when it all stopped. 


He didn't know anything except the welcoming blackness. 


When he came to he could turn his head. Weak, not only from the physical torture but from the toying with 
his mind, he let his head fall to the side, seeing the five clustered around a monitor and examining the data 
that showed on the screen. He must have made a sound because Steve looked round, picking up a bottle of 


water and coming to stand beside him. 
"Thirsty?" 


Bruce knew to drink it was tantamount to inviting more but the thought of the liquid in his parched and aching 


throat was too much to resist. He nodded, closing his eyes as the sweetness flowed over his tongue. 

"You did well." 

Bruce's eyes flew open. Swallowing what was in his mouth, he worked his jaw until he was sure he had control 
before clearing his throat and spitting in Steve's face. "Fuck youl" Although raspy, the venom and the hatred 

were still easily heard. "You fucking cunt! | don't know who or what you are but | promise when | get free of 


this I'm going to fucking kill youl All of youl You're dead" 


Steve cocked his head. "Interesting. Despite what you've been through you're still defiant. What if | tell you 
that if you try, I'll make sure that you experience all of that for real?" 


"Not if you're fucking dead!" Bruce spat, struggling against what he could now see were thick leather straps. 

"| think he's recovered enough to resume." 

Ignoring Bruce's screams, Steve turned his back and walked away. 

And so it began again, only this time the torture was all physical. 

Bruce handled it better than he thought, trying to avoid giving them the satisfaction of screaming at the pain, 
but when the probe they had inserted inside him began to expand until his arse was scratched so wide he 
swore you could have fit both of Nicko's hands inside he gave in to the pain and shrieked, his fingers clawing 
at the air, the agony only increasing when the wire basket around his balls began to contract. 

It only got worse when Janick inserted a sound into his cock, starting with one of the larger ones and giving 
him no chance to adjust slowly, his begging doing nothing more than making them grin and rush to check the 


data that was being fed to the machine by the electrodes that were attached to his body. 


When they removed the sound and pierced his cock he flopped like a dying fish. 


The needles through his nipples were nothing after that. 
The small, sharp protrusions that emerged from the probe buried in his arse was all he could take. 
Covered with sweat and blood and piss and shit, he felt something snap in his head and he stopped screaming. 


It was then Steve called a halt. 


He woke up in darkness. 


Without thinking, he brought his arm up and rubbed his eyes, the realization that he could enough to make 


him sob. 


Bruce slowly rolled onto his side, his body screaming in protest, pain radiating from every part of him until it 
converged in one big throbbing knot. Sitting up was a new lesson in extreme suffering, his breath leaving him in 
mewling gaps as he got to his feet, staggering on shaking legs as he clutched the side of the table to hold 
himself up. 


Head hanging, he waited until the dizziness passed, finally able to lift his head and look around. 


He was in the darkroom, he had at least been correct about that. He was still naked, but he didn't care, after 
what they had done to him there was nothing left to hide. He took a careful step, stumbling a bit but staying 
on his feet, his hand resting on the table as he made his way round to the dim crack of light that showed 
under the door. He had to let go and take the last couple steps with no support, praying his legs would hold 


him up as he reached for the wall. 


He had to stop to rest when he reached it but he was still on his feet, and the relief at being alive was slowly 
being replaced by a boiling rage for what they had put him through. 


He listened at the door, hearing nothing but silence. He turned the knob slowly and eased it open, peering out 
and squinting when the light, although muted, stabbed at his eyes. He gave them a few moments to adjust and 
then crept from the room, making his way toward the pub, walking as softly as he could, ears straining to 
hear any sound that would indicate where they were. 


When he reached the doorway leading into the pub he slid his head into the open, his eyes darting around and 
finding nothing. 


He glanced at the steps, running his tongue over his lips and trying to gather any moisture he could. Deciding 
to risk it, he went into the pub and found a bottle of water, opening it and draining it in several large gulps. 
Wiping his mouth, he looked down at himself and had to bite back the moan. He was scraped and bruised and 


raw in places, his nipples and the head of his cock badly swollen from the metal bars they had jammed 
through. His wrists and ankles were scuffed raw, the flesh rubbed off in his struggles against the restraints. 
Catching sight of his face in the mirror behind the bar, he was shocked to see how wild he looked, more like a 


savage from an unknown tribe than the civilized man he had been 

There was a flatness in his eyes he'd never seen before. 

And there was a hatred within him that he had never felt. 

Something drew his eyes down and he spotted one of Steve's antique swords, the blade reflecting the light. His 


hand moved of its own volition, fingers curling round the grip and lifting it from the stand. Hefting it, he 


smiled. 


He stayed pressed to the wall as he climbed the steps, still hearing nothing from the floor above. He slipped 
into the kitchen, frowning when one again he found nothing before edging down the hall. He stopped, flattening 
himself against the wall when he heard voices. 


They were in the living room. 


Even as he ran through various plans in his mind, he heard approaching footsteps. Ducking into the shadows, 


he held his breath, frozen in place as Janick came into view. 
He never saw him and he didn't have time to cry out before he was dead. 


Bruce pulled the sword free and pushed the body into a closet, moving faster now knowing it wouldn't be long 


before another came looking. 
It wasn't. Before he even made it to the end of the hall he found himself face to face with Dave. 


He hesitated for just a second and it nearly cost him his life. It did cost him his element of surprise, Dave 
managing to shout a warning before he died on the end of the sword. All pretence of stealth now gone, Bruce 


let out a roar and charged, just in time to catch Steve running from the living room to see what was wrong. 
He ran right into the sword. 

He gasped as it entered his stomach, his momentum carrying him forward until it went through and emerged 
from his back, his body falling against Bruce's. Gone were the amber eyes, instead he was staring at Bruce 


with shock and horror, the dark brown filling with pain as he clutched at Bruce. 


"Wot.why, Bruce?" he gasped, hands twisting in the folds of Bruce's shirt. 


Bruce reeled backwards, letting go of the sword and grabbing Steve as he fell. He frantically looked around, 
hearing Adrian's scream when he found Dave, another cry at the discovery of Jan's lifeless body. Bruce's mind 
grasped for reason, suddenly finding himself fully dressed with a dying Steve in his arms, Nicko howling into 
the phone as he called for help. 

"Harry?" he moaned, cradling him. "Oh God, Harry?" 

"Bruce, wot the fuck," Steve whispered. his eyes starting to glaze over. "Why?" 


"Oh God Harry, no, please no." Rocking him, Bruce felt the tears rolling down his face, the blood that had been 
rushing over his hand slowing as the heart began to slow, staggering and skipping as it died. 


"Bruce," Steve groaned, one bloody hand coming up to touch his face. 
"Harry, please, don't die, don't die." Crying, Bruce glanced frantically around. "Help! Someone help!" 
"Bruce..." Steve gasped and arched, his eyes rolling up as he died. 


Bruce's mind took the final step as he felt Steve's spirit leave his body. When help arrived, they had to force 
him to let go, his madness making him try to bite and claw them to keep them from taking Steve. 


He didn't see the flashes of cameras when he was taken outside, he didn't notice the shocked face of his wife. 
But in his mind, he still held Steve. 


And he wouldn't let anyone make him let go. 


He didn't know if it was the scream or the fist that caught him in the jaw that woke him. 
Bellowing, he sat up and fumbled for the light, turning back and grabbing the flailing body next to him. 
"Bruce! Wake up! Yer ‘avign a fuckin’ nightmare!" 


Shaking, Bruce bolted upright, taking one look at Steve and shrieking before rolling from the bed and landing 
hard on the floor. 


"Wot the fuck?" Steve laughed, rubbing his jaw. Crawling over to the other side of the bed he peered over the 


edge at the white-faced and trembling man on the floor. "Bruce, wot the fuck is wrong wif you?" 


"Harry?" Bruce slowly sat up, staring at him so intently Steve thought he must have grown another head. 


"Wot?" 


"Harry" Leaping to his feet, Bruce dove on him, knocking him onto his back and kissing him so hard Steve 
smacked him upside the head. 


Shoving him away, he sat up and snarled. "Bruce! Bludi ‘elll" 


Bruce wildly shook his head. "Shut up, just shut up and | don't care if you call me Brucilla or what the fuck 


ever, just hold me. | can't say a thing until | know its really you and you're alive." 


Laughing, Steve did, shaking his head when he felt the violent tremors still running through Bruce. "Wot were 


you dreamin?" 

"You weren't you. In fact, none of you were. And you tied me up and did all sorts of kinky experiments on me 
and | got away and was killing you all but when | killed you it was you and not a creature." From where his face 
was buried in Steve's neck he felt the laugh. "Not funny Harry, not funny at all. You died in my arms." 

"That's it. No more ‘orror movies before bed. Yer worse than me kids." 

"Really Harry, it isn't funny." Bruce lifted his head, the terror still reflected in his eyes. "I killed you." 

"You've threatened to do it often enuff," Steve smiled. "It was just a dream, Bruce. Effryfing is fine." 

Steve lay back down, drawing Bruce down as well. Bruce burrowed into his side, closing his eyes and letting the 
steady beat of the heart under his ear soothe some of the fear. The slow rubbing of Steve's hand over his 


back helped as well, his body gradually relaxing. 


Rolling his eyes as Bruce's breathing evened out, Steve pulled the blankets up around them and yawned. He had 


almost fallen asleep when Bruce moved against him. 
"Harry?" 

"Wot?" 

"Ie got this idea for a song about aliens. Want to hear it?" 
"No" 

"Really Harry, | think it's a good one." 

"Bruce, go to sleep." 


"Probes and men that aren't really men and..." 


"Bruce!" 

"Fine!" 

Bruce quieted down again, Steve waiting several minutes before again closing his eyes. 
"| think I'll call it Abduction" 

Steve rolled him over and kissed him, hard. 

Like any alien would actually abduct him. 

Hell, they'd bring him back just to get a minute of peace. 


As Steve pushed Bruce's head down his body, knowing the only way to keep him quiet was to make sure his 


mouth was full, he grinned. 
Pity you couldn't contact them and offer a subject now wasn't it? 


Somehow, Bruce and kinky experiments just seemed to fit so well. 


